FOR THE SYMBOLS AT YOTJR POOR*'
and not as was originally promised that "the waters shall no more
become a flood to destroy all flesh", for floods are rare and we do
not dwell in fear of them. Yet I cannot help my trust in visible
signs and tokens, by which every rainbow is to me a breathless
• miracle to recall in hours of grey despondency: " And God said,
this is the token of the covenant which I make between me and
you and every living creature that is with you, for perpetual
generations: I do set my bow in the cloud, and it shall be for a
token of a covenant between me and the earth. And. it shall come
to pass, when I bring a cloud over the earth, that the bow shall be
seen in the cloud: and I will remember my covenant, which is
between me and you and every living creature of all flesh."
Five for the symbols at your door . . . If yo.u have a nature, as
I have, where the world darkens quickly and life itself becomes too
leaden to lift, then you have need of the symbols, of the exultant
rainbow. Then perhaps it is good, not bad, that you should respond
to the shown, reminder of a personal covenant between earth and
heaven; for we are still children enough at the word "heaven"
to give an involuntary glance upward at the sky, before we
remember that heaven need not literally be up there, but anywhere,
and especially past—"the low lintel of the human heart".
It was during the fourth year of the war, and when I had not
seen the sea for nearly four years (because to non-combatants this
had to be an inland war) that after a severe illness I was sent early
in February to Tor Cross, a few miles along the coast from
Dartmouth.
Convalescence, as we all know, has not in real life that touching
literary quality of lying gentle and grateful on the sofa, saying
"Thank you" to everything and everybody, and "I'll be better
soon", and feeling how beautiful is the return to life from the
shores of death. On the contrary, when you are convalescent,
you are discontented, afraid, restless, weak, fretful and utterly
pessimistic. Nothing is worth while, nothing will ever be worth
while, then why get better?— Anyhow, you are not getting
better, and it is foolish and exasperating for everyone to keep on
reiterating that you are, for what do they know about it ? That
is convalescence. And that was my delicious state of mind and
soul and body when I arrived at Tor Cross; though the first
evening I was happy enough, triumphant at a difficult journey
accomplished and at the discovery that they had not cheated
me and here in wide reality was the sea again, crashing and
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